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PUL.                            If any stirred
It was my child preparing her for bed.
PAO. If any hear me, it were ill for him!
Old man, there is within this purse a calm
Decline for thee to death, and quiet hours.
Take it, and give me in exchange some drug
That can fetch down on us the eternal sleep,
Anticipating the slow mind of God.
PUL. Is this thing for thyself, or for another ?
PAO. Tis for myself!
PUL,                          I will not sell to murder.
But unto any weary of their life
I sell a painless issue out of it.
Yet you are young!
PAO.                  Think you the old would die ?
At any cost they would prolong the light
'Tis we, in whose pure blood the fever takes,
Newly inoculate with violent life,
'Tis we who arc so mad to die.
PUL.                                   Tis true